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A New Millennium, Baby 


I've had this tshirt for as long as | can remember. It was once red but years of throwing it in the washer 
have dulled it to a burnt orange. The collar has holes in it from where the seams have split. I've never 
bothered to repair them as it only adds to the memories. Memories that are still here and refuse to fade. 


Memories that | never want to let go of. 


December 3st 1999. The end of one millennium and the start of another one. A new era, baby. Everything was 
bright and there was a tinge of fear in the air. What would happen when the clocks rolled over? Would the 
world still be there on January Ist 2000? 


We were at some swanky hotel attending some super swanky party. None of us cared for it but the food was 
free, the drinks were plentiful, and the rooms were comped. We were still a club band back then, playing litle 
venues and living in some kind of luxury. | didn't need the money; the rest of my life wuld be as comfortable 
as | wanted it to be. However, | wanted to be playing music and the other guys in the band deserved the 
chances that I'd had just a few years previously. 


What would happen on January Ist? None of us knew and | wanted to take the opportunity to do something 
that had been bugging me for several years. 


So, at some time before midnight, | grabbed Taylor and hauled him to our room. We'd always pawed at one 
another, always played up to the cameras and now | wanted to find out if he was willing to cash that check 
that he'd spent the past few years writing. 


Lets just say that he cashed it and made good on any interest that was owed. We were naked in minutes, our 
hands and lips touching places that neither of us thought we'd ever touch. We welcomed in the new millennium 


with mind blowing orgasms. 


| bet y'all think that what we do is pretty and sexy and oh-so-beautiful. It might be now but that night, the 
one where | screamed Taylor's name as the clock struck twelve, was as far from sexy as you could get. It 
was dirty and sweaty and somewhat fumbled. But, fuck me, it blew my mind and kept me coming back for 
more. To hold the person that you've loved for so many years as a new year rolls in is one of the most 
beautiful things on Earth. To this day | still remember looking in to his eyes and seeing his dreams and hopes 
for the future dance through them. He was so happy which, in turn, made me deliriously happy. 


We didn't return to that party. Instead we spent the rest of the evening in bed, watching fireworks explode 
across the sky and listening to the revellers sing on the sidewalk twenty stories below. | couldn't have asked 


for a better start to the new millennium. 


Which is why I've kept that shirt. | was wearing it that night and, in our haste to get in to bed, Taylor 
managed to snag the collar. For years it smelled of us, of booze, of smoke, of hope, of happiness. It was a time 
capsule of my memories, all of them stitched in to the very fabric of that cheap, ten dollar shirt. | didn't want 
to let it go. 


And so | didn't. 


